MIDDLE YEARS

had been abusing me; but the fury roused against
me took a long time to die down.

It seemed to be by chance that I was hurled
into these conflicts, but I now see that my sur-
roundings were always drawing me into public
affairs, and that even in my lectures I sought to
influence them. For instance, in lecturing on Hume,
Pascal, and Comte I was trying deliberately to turn
people's attention to English and French philosophy
and win them from their one-sided intellectual
subservience to Germany. That was why I had a
shortened version translated and published of
Coxnte's Sociologie and Sully's Psychology. My own
Concrete Logic, hurriedly written during holidays at
Hustopec, was an attempt to bring order and
method into the sciences; even in science each
specialist goes hurrying along in his own groove,
having nothing in common with his neighbours,
and just as strangers pass in the street; and all
organization, all overcoming of anarchy is by nature
political.

My greatest interest at this time was the Slavic
question. I had thought about it, rather vaguely
perhaps, while I was still a child. As a boy I had
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